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To the PLAIN- DEALER. 


‘HERE is a difhonour- 
@caf>) able Kind of Practice, 
oes among the Men, who 
Sait ftyle themfelves the Wits, 
which I can no longer 
‘forbear complaining a- 


deferves the Notice, ark 

yh Correction, of a PLA 
Some DEALER. — You mu 
T= needs have obferv'd, thar 
our Poets are, like our Politicians, divided into 
oppofite Parties; and draw their Pens, .with great 
Spirit, and Sharpnefs, to the Defiance ofeach 
other’s Mufes, — Among thefe Warriors, (on both 
Sides) there are a turbulent Sett of People, not 
Soldiers, but Engineers, who ate known by the Name 
of Cannon-Turners: ‘Chey never trouble themfelves 
to provide Wit, of thetr own, bur are fure, by fome 
Stratagem, ‘to fteal Thar, of their Enemies; and 
apply icro a Purpofe, the Reverfe of what it was 
inrended for, — The only Difficulty, they are ar, 
is to fubftirute the Word TORT, in the Place of 
the Monofyllable, W’HIG, without Detriment to 
the Meafure of the Verfe ; or to crowd the unpliable 
Stubbornnefs of PRESBYTERIAN, into the 
more pailive Compafs of JACOBITE: For, 
when thefe little Difficuities are once happily ad- 
‘ jufted, they have turn’d the Malice of their Adver- 
* -fary’s Meaning directly againft Themfelves ; and by 
* killing, with this good Alusbandry, fave the Expence 
*of Artillery. 





Cane HanrnnnreneemeenaRnaenrr epanahmaneran® 


‘ BU T it were well, Mr. PLAIN DEALER, if 
* thefe Cannon-Turners wou'd confine the Exercife of 
* their invertive Talents to our private, and Domeffick, 
* Factions ; — On rhe contrary, They are never fo 
* active, as when we are at War with any of our 
* Neighbours. The French, in particular, have been 
‘ very greac Sufferers by them ; and have complained, 
¢ Thar thefe Canncon-Turners are the only unfasr 
* Fighters, that this Nation ever fentagainft them. 


‘1 SHALL better clear to your Apprehenfion, 


* what Juftice there may be in their Complainr, by 
‘ producing one Example, of many, where the Wit, 


[ Price ‘TTwo-Pence. ] 





gainft, as an Abufe that ~ 


© of their own Magazines, has been pur loin’d, in a 
* moft unfoidierly Manner, and difcharg’d upon them, 
* to their no {mall Damage. 


© Monfieur Maynard, a French Writer, in the Time 
‘ of Cardinal Richlieu’s Adminiftration, found hint- 
* felf forgotten, or neglected, (having been a Fa- 
‘ vourite, in the former Reign) tho’ this great Cardi- 
nal was ngbly liberal, ifthe Encouragement, which 
* he gave c nof Merit: Monficur AdZaynard hada 
* Spirit, too exalted (9.1m portune, with perfenal Ad- 
* dreffes, a Minifter,” whofe Levees were fo over 
*‘ crowded ; and to whom he was no atherwife 








“known, than by the Fame of his Witings. He, 


‘ therefore, fent him, (in the following Vevfes) a 
‘ Memorial, fo full of Praife, without Flattery; 
‘ — Satyr, without Malice, — and Sublmiffion, without 
Meannefs ; that I have never mer with a Mixcure of 
fo artfula Wit, with fo delicate a Severity; and it 
was impoilible for it not to have produc’d the Effect, 
which was expected from it, even tho’ it had been 
addrefs’d to a Chief Minifter, by many Degrees, 
duller than Cardinal Richlieu, 


- 
Sick of a Life, poffefs'd in vain, 
I foon: fhall waite upon the Ghoft 
Of our late Monarch, in whofe Reign 
None, who had Merit, mifs'd a Poft: 


Il. 


Then will I charm him with your Name, 

.. And all your glorious Wonders done! 
Tie Pow’r of FRANCE! — The SPANIARDS 
The rifing Honours of HisSON!, (Shame! 


Ill, 


Grateful, the Royal Shade will {mile, 

And dwell, delighted, on your Name : 
Sweetly appeas'd, his Griefs beguile, 

And drown Old Loffes, in New Fame, 


IV. 
But, when be ask'd me, in what Poft 
I did your wifh’d Commands obey ; 
And how I fhar'd your Favour mott? 
— What wou'd you pleafe to have me fay ? 
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*BUT now Sir, almoft a Century after the Death 


= © of both Poet, and Patron, comes a famous Englifb 


* Cannon.Turner, or Abettor of Cannon-Turners, nam’d 


Bernard Lintot ; and, from a Magazine, cali'd, A 
Mifcellany, diicharges all this Wit againft the Honour 
of it's Author's Country, — The firft Pam, being 
general, it will be needlefs to trouble you with it; 
but the Thiec laft S:amzag run in this Manner. 


lV. 


The Warriour Ghofis will round me come, 


To hear of Fam’'d illia’s Fight ; 
While the vex'd B , thre the Gloom, 
Retire, to inmoft Reams of Night. 


Ve 
Then, I, my Lord, will tell, bow you 
With Penfions. every Maufe infpire, 
Who Marlbro’s Conguefts did purfue, 
And to his Trumpets tun'd the Lyre. 


Vi. 
But, foou'd fome drolling Sprite demand, 
Well, Sir! —_ Woat Place bad you, I pray ? 
How like a Coxcomb fhou'd I fland 
What wou'd your Lordfhip bave me fay? 







‘1 SHALL take up none of your Time, with 
© Obfervations on the Lower Turn, and more ungenteel 
* Spirit, with which the Application of this borrow'd 
* Wit is made ; which, in the Original, is fo nobly 
* graceful ! Ail | wou'd fay farther, on the Subject, 
» 18, That fince he, who makes bold with another 
* Man's Money, will nacurally be fuppos’d to have had 
* pone, of bis own, 1 am in Pain, upon thefe Occafi- 
* ons, leaft, when the Fr Wits obferve the Free- 
: dom we have taken wit 









heir Property, they fhou'd 
conclude us Ai vo be Poor, rather fome of us 
£ Ungenerous. e . 
I am, 
SIR, 


Your very bumble Servant, ' 


FRANCIS FarrPray. 


To the Au tuor of the Piarm-Daatse: 


Mr. PrairneDEALER. 


q HAVE {feen with a great deal of Pleafure fome 
© B Excellent Specimens of the antient Hebrew Poetry 
‘ diftinguifh’'d in your Paper, with the Appiaufe 
‘ which is fo juftly due to them: For every Body, 
‘who weighs thefe Things with Judgment, muft 
“ agree with a late Writer, That there is nothing, fo 
* foft, fo tender, and pathetick ; and, at the fame Time, 
“ wothing fo grand, fo majeftick, fo terrible, and fo har- 
* monious, as the Poetick Part of the BIBLE, 


¢y SEND you one o their Lyric Cdes (which 
* is the Song of Afofes, on the Overthrow of the 
* Egyptians, in the Red Sea) and I believe ir will be 
* readily allow’d, That there is more of the Sublime 
© in this Hebrew Ode, than can be found among the 


© Writings of any Greek, or Roman Poet. 


Temples, and Altars, let us raife ; 
Our Father's God is Ours, and claims our Praife. 
God is our Strength. — Be then that God our Theme ; 
At length,proud Pharaoh wakes, from this\ong Dream ! 
Wakes — and feels a Wattriour's Hand, 
Whe boafts a Power, more val than His; and lords it 
( oer His Land! 








In vain the following Foes our Ged defy'd, 
Their rapid Wheels in vain wore up the Strand : 
In vain they mock'd the waving Wand. 
Not all their Strength cow'd the fierce sea withftand, 
The watry World flow'd fearle{s o'er their Pride : 
The drowning Army beat th’ involving Tide : 
On Sea-wafh’d Chariots, half fuftain’d, the trembling 
. (Ce ptains ride! 
Th” uplifted Horfes paw their Liquid Way! 
And, round "@m, oer the foaming Fiood, the floating 
( Legions lay. 
There, while they vainly felt for Sands below, 
For Sands, where watry Mountains flow ; 
Sinking, like Rocks, they choak the Deep with Prey 5 - 
High-covering, rofe the biiny Surge, and {wept their Rage 
( away! 


| Toy glorious Hand, O God! was forceful, bere, 
Thy Power proteGs us, and forbids our Fear: 
Threat*ning aloud, the thund’ring Legions rofe, 
And, at thy Choten, fhook ti* extended Spear ; 
Bebind, amazd, we faw th’ o'ertaking Foes! 
And felt our Hearts ancicipate their Blows, 
But, while the Blaft of cold Defpair blew keen, 
Safety, from Heaven, fhot down between: 
Dieadful in Wrath, thy lifted Arm but ficone, 
And all th’ an-number'd Thoufands me/t away ; 
Confum'd, like Scubble, when broad Fires roll on, 
And {weep the blazing Fields, with crackly fay. 
Th’ Almighty’s Voice but {poke a loud Command, 
And, firait, th’ unlinking Surges, backward, rife 
Reluttant Waves in quivering Mountains fland, 
And Gang their billowy Horrors in the Skies! 
With murmuring Climb, th’ obedient Deep yawns wide, 
And, fhadowing, lowers aloftjifrom either Side! 
Down, thro’ the horrid Road’s dark Concave, led, 
Safe, o'er th’ emerging Vale, bold Ifrael trod: 
Refrefhful Pools, in their cool Paffage fpread, - 
Sprinkled their Feet, rock-fefter'd, and unfbod : 
Ifrael; refcued, {mil’d again, and felt ber Guardian 
God! 
See, from the Afountains, cry’d th’ unwary na 
'Twixe the dividing Waves the Cowards go! 
Their Sorcerer cleaves the Sea, with magick Skill. 
Follow, for Vengeance; and o’ertake, and kill, 
= The raging Hoft obey the mad Command: 
The fhouting fwarms, defcending, hide the Strand ! 
Wheel within Wheel, the Chariots, lock'd, gore wide the 
: (incumber'd Sand. 
Mix’'d Horfe, and Foot, in glittering Squares, defcend ; 
And, in broad Pomp, their waving War extend. 
The Oole, new-peopled, groans beneath their Weight : 
And the Deep fickens at tb’ unufual Strate ! 


But, bark! — The rolling Thunder gives Command] 

Difperfe, ye Waves, your watry Ranks disband. 
Down, the hoarfe-founding Sea, let loofe, pours dark, from 

( either Han 

Hills, over Hills, devour the vanifh’d Sand ! 

Together, #be encouatring Uproar flys : 

And battling Waves in meeting Mountains rife: 

Helplefs, — Engulpb'd, th’ Egyptian Squadrons roils 

With vain Refifiance wou'd the Deep controll : 

Mix'd, in the covering Spray, a while they ftrive,: 

Then, like funk Plummets, to the Bottom dive! 

Of all the Gods, what God, like ours is found ? 

So Juft ! and for {uch dreadful Power renown'd ! 


THE Epitaph, which was fent, ina Letter, fign’d, 
The Grave Digger, has aitcady been publith'd, in one 
of the PLAINDEALERS. 2 

THE Letter, from the Kéug’s-Bench-Liberties, 
fign'd, S. M. iscome to Hand ; and the.moving Sub- 
ject it is written on, will be confider’d very fhorily. 





Printed for F. Roderts, at the Oxford-Arms, in Warwick- Lane, 





Where Compleat Setts may be had. 





